RECOLLECTIONS OF A PLAYER
upon the Third Avenue line. I stood with Charles Peters, James G-. Burnett, and Miss Couldock, who all lived in Yorkville, at the corner of Bleecker Street and the Bowery, waiting, but in vain, for a car. At last we started to walk, hoping a car would overtake us ; but none came; and we kept on until we reached Yorkville, looking as though we had arrived from, the arctic regions. We saw Miss Couldock to her home, and Burnett and Peters did all they could to persuade me to remain with them until the morning. I knew, however, that niy wife would be worrying about me, so I pushed on and walked the remainder of the distance to Wilton. I arrived at home at four o'clock in the morning, and was a sight to behold. I had on a loose talma coat, which stood out as stiff as a board, and my hair and eyebrows were covered with ice. After having taken a glass of hot grog, I felt little the worse for my venture, although many people would think it an undertaking to walk from Bleecker Street to One Hundred and Thirty-eighth Street, even 133                        \.
